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A babaved tunnel.
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TTERE wns 0 curlous diversity
of oplnlon sbout tunnel No. 8,
Harclay, the contractor, who
baid & Nttle shaoty of no of-
fice nt the top of the shaft, with blue
print plans on the walls and a stove-
pipe crooking out of one corner of the
rmr, wild It was a beautiful tunoel,
e wald It with choorful confidence to
the committes of five who had gome to
Investigute. The five had just dined

Mo men At e end ArIVIng teir way
comfortably (hrough bard sand aod
, with hwe and there a bowlder,
not a thought of the vessels plying

back and forth sixty feet over thely
heads. Bebind eame the brickers bullds
g the tunnel wall (for the brick tube
wan always kept complete within
dew foot of the tunbel's end), the pipe-
pen with thele wrenches and the elec.
tricinns ndding lght after light to the
long row ut the tunnel roof, Barclay
rubbed his bands with glee, thinking
of lils profits, und Gregson lny by and
let Jernlgan do the work, It was tun
nel bullding mecording to the books,
But one day the Bwede, Swunson,
driving his plek for n shovelful of sund,
brought down o eart lond, Where the
oarth lny bare underneath It gllstened
with tiny rivulets of water, and pres.
eplly the sand begun 1o slough down
nolaslensly, loosenlhg more nmtl more,

exprusively (with Barclay), nnd it wan

with good bumwored Lravado that llieyl

now truwted themsalves to the dinky
plovator and descended the shaft, Bix-
ty feet below daylight they stepped out |
pu u 8limy platforiy, and Gregson, the
underground bows, showed (hemn
fuoint red tube renching outward under
the river. A row of wmisty lneandes-
eont Nghts ribbed the tunnel nt regular
Intervals with elrelots of brightness, |
Rod at the far end they could seo a
black wall with a closed stesl door.
¥or the beneit of the chnlrman of the
fve, who thought that this wall wawn
the endd of fio tunnel, Uregson expinin.
ed that the wteel door led Into the alr
Jock and that for 000 fest beyond
ptrotched the pressure workings., Greg
son confined bimself strictly to lnfor-
mation; he ventured no opinlon at all,
an becntie o wise boss 1o the presence
of the countrnctor. The five walked
flown the plunk readway on the floor of
the red tube, thelr hoads nlmost touch |
fng the roof, the water Jdeipplng on
thelr oll conts, thelr enrs flled with
the strange echoes of this underground
place

“You are now under the river' Bar
elny sald; “the water 18 not twenty-five
feet over your hends.”

The fve looked nt one auother, |

“In thore nny danger?' dsked the
ehnlrinnn

“Not the slightest,” suswered Bar-
elny

A wnll, cold rivulet dripped down |
Wslde the chalrmuan’s collnr

“Let us go up,' he snlil

Having now nearly reached the steel
floor of the aly lovk, Barcley Invited |
them to enter the pressure workings, |
where twenty met and o mule were |
tolllng, but the chalrman remembered
suddenly that he had o weak heart and
conlin't take aly pressurs, and the oth-
ere were certaln that, baviug Just
fined heartlly, It would be very dan.
gerous for them to veoture. Barclay
lookwl relieved at this declslon; Greg-
son's face was grim, and he sald noth.
ing

Bo the five went up with the hasy
lmpression that tunnels were generally
moist and uncomfortable, If not dan-
gerous, and that Mr. Barclay was & re-
markably eMelent countractor and an
accomplighed englocer, to say nothing
of belng & genlal good fellow. They re-
ported that the tunnel was a good and
perfect tunnel and referred In compll-
mentary termas to the contractor, there-
by relleving the fears of a sollcitoun
publie.

It 1s & curlous fact that the deeper
fato a tumnel one penetrates the poorer
its reputation. The five had not been |
permitted to catel so much as a |
glimpse of Jernlgan, the sub-boss, lord
of the prmsure worklugs, If Jernlgan's
opiolon ¢f the tunnel had been asked, |
be would have nuswered fraukly, being |
An oulupcden man:

“She's & thundering geeser.”

In the cold ooze at the end of the
tunnel, where the truth was, gaunt, |
half ¢lnd wpren, with pleks and clay |
plugging Lalls, sald things about the |

Y tunnel that would not look well lo |

print, and, belng men of experience In |
these things, they spoke with authority. !
Bo bad was the reputation of the tun

nel nmong those who knew that no |
boss but Jernlgan could have kept o |
crew ut work where every pick throst

was n special Invitation to death by |
drowning.

When tunnel No, 8 began to grumbie |
it was beautiful to sea Jernigan hold |
bis wen in hapd, At the first sound of ]
dunger there were 1,080 who would
bave gone raghing for the alr lock and
sgafety, bnt Jernlgan, standing there
behind them in the roadway, was more
torrible then the danger in front, Of
all the gounds known to these under-
ground places there 18 none quite ke
the grumbling at o tunnel's end.

And yet, sudden nand startling as
these sounds at a tunnel's end may be,
they dre nothing of themselves, Thelr
terror lles In thelr significance, They
are the outerles of danger, The tunnel
grombles when It reaches o spot where
the earth between It and the water of
the river bottom I8 thin, where there
are pockets of quicksnnd or deeps of
thick mud. s exense for grombling
8 the best, The heavily compressed ale
within the tunnel, thus compressed for
the maln purpose of keeping out water
and mud from (he tinnel's end, breaks
out through the thin earth where the
men are working with o vipping wall
and goes boiling upward to the surface
of the rlver. Amd when It egeapes the
[water and thin mwl burstz In, awl 0f
soough alr goes out und cnough water
comes In, 1t I8 ninety-nine chanees to
ope that the workers, racing for the
ufr lock, will be overtaken uod drown-
od with thelr noses to the roof of the

nel ke rats In a rain barrel.

For 000 feet from the alr logk In Jer-

n's working there never was a bet-
All the way it ran
ho stralght and shiny ns a gun bareel,

| elay Into the break.

growing more fuld, All of the wen
sprung to the end of the plunk road
wiy., An Itnllan who went by the
name of Maearonl-for the panke of unl
formity—yelled lustlly for Jernignn,

“What you squnllin' for?™ demuanded
the sub-boss. “ItU' ouly n pocket of
quicksund.”

Up to that thme the alr lock had not
been used, but pow the men roshed
from the deep workings, the lnner stoel
door of the lock was clapped shut, and
the compressesd alr was turned In
With n depth of sixty feet It was nec
epsary Lo uso i pressure of over thirty
pounds to the square loch (two atmos
phores) In order to muke the pressure
of alr within the tunoel equal to the
pressure of earth and water without.
thereby tendiug to keep the soft earth
at the tunnel's end from caving in.

“Now, byes" sald Jernlgun, “we'll
swaller afr."

Twenty men crowded luto the lock,

| and the outer steel door was closed.

Jernlgun turned a vialve, and the alr
eame hisslog lo, the men beld thelr
nosos, blew lnto thelr choeks, swallow-
od lustily with nothlug to awallow,
that they wmight equalize the pressure
lnside thelr bodies with that without,
Terrible aharp palos shot through their
beads, nnd sometlines It seemed as
though thelr eardrums wust burst. But
at Inst the limit of pressure was reach-
ed, and the pain gradunlly passed
awny, The door leadlng to the pres-
sure workings was opened and in they
weul

Jernlgan's men were all young and
sound. None other can bear the strain
and fatigue of this most wearlng of
toll. The tunuel had grown misty, so
that the lights shone through halos of
baze, and the compression of the alr
bad generated o much heat that the
men began to strip. Jernigan's volce
sounded thin aod high In the thick
alr; It was an effort W speak aloud.
Paddock, who was an lnveterats whis-
tler, could not blow a sound.

“She's stopped slobberin’,” remarked
Jernlgan as they reached the tunnel's
end. Most of the wen began digging
cautiously and shoveling the mud Into
the tram cars. Bwanson, the Bwede,
sal at one side and industriously made
sinnll round balle of clay, a Httle lar-
gor than croquet balle. It seemed like
child's work, und Jerulgan kept up a
stoady stream of ralllery at the ex-
pense of the big Bwede.

Swanson could have put hls blg fat
thumwb on Jernigan and smashed bim
and done with It, for he was so tall
be couldn't stand stralght on the road
way of the tunnel without hitting his
bhend-a huge hulk of A man, tow head-
ed, blue eyed, slow of speech, falthful.
He called the sub-boss nlways "Mees-
ter Yernlgan;" Jernlgun had at least
twenty names for him and not one of
them at ol complimentary, Aod yet
no dog ever served a master more
falthfully than Swanson served the
sub-hoss.

And suddenly, as they worked, the
tunnel began to gromble, and there
was Jernlgnn barring the passagewny
to sufety ke a rock.

“Glve it to her, byes," he shouted.

Swanson was already on hils feet,
with his arms full of the clay balls,
and he nnd three of the other men be-
gnn throwing them swiftly and vigor
ously at the spot where the alr was es-
eaplng. Each fiattened out near the
tunnel rlm Hke o thick corn cake, awl
when the rattling  censed Swanson
sprang Into the mud nond powweled the
The heavy alr in
the tunnel helped to hold the patch in
place, Then the work went on again,
the Itallans  picking and shoveling;
Billy, the tram mule, tapping bis long
enrs; Bwanson soberly patting mud pel
lets, and Jernigan dlrecting everything
with cheerful unconcern. Onee more
during the shift the tunnel grumbled,
once more there was o battery of clay
balls nnd onece more the men won the
victory agnlnst the water

“Ye're n pretty pitcher, Monty,"
shouted Jernlgan.,  “Why don't you
throw over the home plute? Here,
Bwauson, you Swede, elimb up there
and paddle.”

At the end of three lours of the heavy
alr and the heavier work the men re
turned to the alr lock, suffered again
the paln of reducing pressure and went
into free alr, wet and shivering with
cold, They were taken Instantly to n
Ilqt room, where Ihex were glven quan
titles of ‘steaming black coffee, and
after that they dropped down to sleep,
Two shifts a day, three hours or less
each, was all these men could stand.

Thus day nfter day Jernigan kept his
cerew burrowling, though the tunnel
grumbled Its displeasure almost con-
gtantly, and the eartli came down half
fluld sllt, Ro much water came {n that
it ran In a stream under the plank
roadway, and the great pumps at the
shaft head worked to full capacity.
Once they thought the whole tunnef
end was coming In, The water gush
od Inward, rose rapidly above the road
way and swirled cold about their fest.

Two Italiang bolted suddenly from the
enrth working to escape. Even Pad.
dock dropped his shovel. Jarnlgap
stood llke n post,

“Clet back there!" he roared,

He caught one Italinn with & blow on
tho chin that sent him sprawling lnte
the water. The mecond paused, and
Jernigan leaped at Lim and drove him

beadlong against the earth at the tun
oel's end,

Meantime Bwanson, In his slow way,
wan coolly pitching clay balls, Twe
other mon, with Jernignn, jolned him,
and at last, with the water cold about
thelr ankles, they wuccended in stop
ping the flow. It was arter this incl-
dent that the commities of five cama

to look ut the tunnel, for such things
an these leak curlonxly out to the pubs- |
e, and the committee, as 1 have sild,
found It a good and perfect tunnel and |
Mr, Barclay an nmiable man. Bareluy
was no longer congratulating himself. '
In two weeks the tunoel bad not ad- |
vianced three feet, nnd It was costing |
Lim a small fortune to keep the water
down.

And then camao the blue Menday. It
was ot the afterncon shift. The tun
pel had boen behaviog 1self with ad.
mirable decorum for o day or two, the
enrth lind weemed much harder, and,
though there wns frequent rattling of
encnping alr, the wound of which had
grown so familiar that it brought not
# tremor to the men, the gaps were
more easlly closed. Swanson had ac-
cumulated a lurge stock of clay balls.

“Ye're gettiug fat and lazy, Swan
son,” Jernigan wsuld, “The old lady
aln't playin’ her chunes any more."

But Jernigan spoke too soon. Not
ten minutes later one of the ltallans
sprang back with a shout; be had open
od a little pocket of slit near the top
and at one side of the tunnel's end,
For a moment the soft earth gushed
out; then there was the walllng sound
of escaplog nlr. Instantly Swanson
drove a clay ball into the hole, but o
stead of remaining there 1t disappenrs}
at once, belng driven npward by the
escaping nir, Other balls followed iu
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like manner; the alr was golng fast.
Half the crew were throwling the clay,
put it elther went out of sight or
ploughed down with the Incoming mud.
Then, of & sudden, In gushed a torrent
of water as big nas 0 man's leg. Jeml

Swanson was wmgdlnl to push agoinst
fm.

gan rang for more uir pressure, and the
men redoubled thelr efforts, but all te
no avall, Suddenly, whlle Jern!gan
himyelf was working at the breach, the
Italjpns bolted. Jernlgan yelled at
theny, but they were too desperately
frightened and ran at the top of thelr
spead for the alr lock. The other men
paused undecided for an Instant, and
then they, too, followed, It seemed cer-
tidn death to remain with that stream
of water pourlng Into the tunnel, It
wou'd require only a moment to wear
g layger hole, and then the whole river
wonid e ln on them, and there were
neprly 000 feet of running to the alr
| lock and safety.

Jerolgan looked around. Ounly Bwan-
son was left, calmly yet swiftly gath-
ering up more elay balls.

For an igstant the two men looked at
ench other. Jeenigun had prowmised to
gee the work through, and see It
through he would, water or no water,
Bwanson saw hlm spring suddenly up-
on the low earth bank which the men
uged when working around the upper
rim of the tunnel. He turned swiftly
and braced himself Into the mud of the
tunnel’s end, deiving his body into the
pocket of guicksand,

“Here, 8wanson, plug me in,” he or-
dered.

Swanson brought elay balls and drove
them into the mud around Jernigan's '
body. “She's comin' fast, Meester Yer-
nigan,"” he observed, The water pour- l
ed out everywhere around him, and
when the clay began to stop its course
the pressure was ®o0 great on Jernl-
gan's back that Bwanson was compel- |
led to push against bim and hold him
fo with one of his huge hands while |
with the other he plugged away with |
the clay, [

“Give It to her, Bwanson,” dald Jernl- |
xan cheerfully, nlthough his face was
twisted with the pain of his position.
Bwanson worked furlously, with the
water rising about his legs. The other
workmen. wore already saf¢ {n the alr
lopk. 'The dim, tunnel seemed like 2

(Continued on page 6)
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Thoroughly Illustrated

By 265 Actual Photographs
taken at the time of the Awful
Catastrophe
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This great book which retails at $1.50
and so much desired by every one is now
offered as a premium with

The
Morning Astorian

In order to get the Book subscribe for
' the MORNING ASTORIAN at the regular
subscription rate, 66¢c a month and 50c
addditional to cover cost of express-
age. Old subscribers' can get = this
- book by paying the additional charge of 50c.

Only a limited number of books
- will be given away---come early and
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